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hot tears gathered behind the mask, and she beat
them back. She felt as though some influence
separated her from everyone there. She had
expected to be so happy, but now that sense of
slipping on the very edge of some disaster
frightened her so threateningly that all she could
do was to start off in search of Georges, to be sure
that he was safe. No, she did not care whether
he were with Jennifer or no, so long as he were
safe.

She was soon caught into the throng. She
realised that everything was growing very wild.
Couples whirled madly together, colliding with
others. Both men and women were elated with
their freedom. Many were unmasking. The
fiddlers seemed to be playing mad, discordant tunes
as though they were drunk.

She had an odd thought as some stout Cardinal
tried to catch her by the arm. ' It's because in
their hearts they despise Will that they do this.
It would not be like this in a really grand house/
She suspected that any of the * really grand people '
who had come had left already.

She was confirmed in her suspicions by having
thrown almost into her arms poor Maria Rockage.
Maria and Carey had, she knew, come to the Ball
with a great sense of condescension. For one
thing, Will was young enough to be their son; for
another, he was a City man; for another, nothing
in London anywhere was so fine and superior
as Grosset. So they had come with condescen-
sion, with Methodist suspicion, and with kind-
liness of heart. Judith, young though she was,